


Between midnight and three o’clock, marooned in a thick fog on the 
second platform, Fellini circumscribes the téte-a-téte between Enrico and 
Luisa. From the minute she enters the car after dancing affectionately with 
Guido, Luisa locks herself in a silent anger. Neither Guido nor Rossella 
understands why. Now Enrico asks her about it, adding: “Guido seemed 
very pleased to see you. He really did, you know.” 

A big fire is going at the base of the tower. As we come down, we see 
the others grouped round it. Pace’s friend, Annie Gorassini, with her long 
blond hair and her black and white dress, stands over it like a witch, 
toasting ham and cheese sandwiches. From the road, all that is visible in 
the fog are the thick strips of plastic that cling here and there to the 
scaffolding like white ribbons. 





September 11 =I came down to Ostia today with an American 
painter, a journalist who writes his stories in charcoal. Fellini, who imme- 
diately likes his drawings, approves his presence, and Leroy Neiman, with 
his bright smile and big French-style moustache, soon makes friends with 
the technicians, who find him a place near the camera. 

At the foot of the stairway is a large sheet of glass on which is painted 
a model of the double tower with the spaceship ready for launching. Fellini 
sets up the camera on one side of the glass, and has the actors walk by, 
Indian file, on the other. Tina asks Luisa, “What’s your husband making—a 
film about Martians?” 

“How would I know? Ask him.” 

After midnight the fog grows thicker at the foot of the tower, and we 





go up to the second platform again. Neiman, on the stairway that leads to 
the top, is working on three drawings at once, taking advantage of the fact 
that the limited space compels Federico, Gianni, Pasquale and Marcello 
continually to fall back into the same movements and gestures. 


September 12 Gianni is extremely irritable. The tower is now out 
of bounds. I sit with the actors who are not shooting, at the base of the 
tower, all of us wrapped in shawls—it is not cold, but it is very damp, and 
there is fog again. After each shot the technicians move about in mysterious 
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